
The T r age die 


I may notfuffer you to vifite him. 

The King hath ftraighriie charged the contrarie. 

Qu. The King? whie, whole that? 

Lieu. 1 crie you mercie, I meane the Lord prote&or. 

Qu. The Lord protect him from that Kiuglie title: 

Hath he let bounties betwixt their louc and me: 

I am their mother, who fhould keepe me from them? 
Du.yor, I am their Fatheis,Mothcr, I will fee them. 

Duch.glo. Their aunt I am in la vy,in lone their mother: 
Then feare not thou, lie bearc thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my pcrill. 

, Lieu. I doe befecch your gracesall to pardon me: 

/ am bound by oath, 1 may not doc it, Enter L. St mitt. 

Stan. Letmebutmeeteyou Ladies an houre hence, 
And He falutc your grace ofY orke, as Mother: 

And reuerentc looker on, of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madam, you muft go with me to Weftminfter, 
There to be crowned, Richards royall Queene. 

Qu O cut my lace in funder, that my pent h'lrt, 

May haue lomc fcope to beate, or elfe 1 fou* , 

With this dead killing ne v. es. 

Dor, Madam, haue comfort, how fares your graced 
Qa J O Dorfet fpeake not to me, get thee hence, 

Death and deftrudfioirdogge thee at the hcelcs, 

Thy Mothers name is ominous tochildren, 

Ifthon wilt on tftrip death.goctoffe the (eas. 

And liue with Richmond, from thc.reach ofhell, 

Go hie thee, hie thee from thisflaughter houfe, 

Leaft thouincreafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curflc, 

Nor Mother, WifemorEnglands counted Queene. 

Stan. Fullofwife care is this your counfell Madam, 

T akc all the fwift aduantage of the time, 

You lhall haue letters Item me to my fonne, 

Tomcete you on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not tane tardie, by vnwile delaie: 

Ducky or. O ill dilperfing winde ofmifet^e, 

O my accurfed vvombe, the bed of death, 



“ - ~ 'cflLicb&rd the third. 

ACocatrice haft thou hatch to the world, 

Whofe vnauoided eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam,! in all haft was fenc. 

Dttcb. And I in all vnwillingnes will go, 

I would to God thar the inclufiue verge, 
Ofgoldenmettall that muft round my browe, 
were red hottc fteele to feare me to the braine, 
Annointcd let me be with deadlie poy fon, 

And die,ei e men can fay, God faue the Queene. 

Qu. Alas poore foule,I e nuie not thy glorie. 

To feede my humor, wifh rhy lelfe no harme. 
Duch.glo. No, when he that is my husband now. 


Came to me as 1 followed Henries courfe. 

When fearfe the bloud was well wafht from his handcs, 
Which lifted from my other angel husband. 

And that dead faint, which then, I weeping followed, 


As thou halt mad c me by my deare Lordes death, 

Loe, eare I carxrcpeate this curie againe, 

Euen in fo fhort a Ipace, my womans hart, 

Groflelie grew'e captiue to his honie wordcs, 

And prou’d the fubiedle ofmy owne foules curie. 

Which euerf nee hath kept my eyes from fleepe, 

Forneuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue / enioyed the golden dew offleepe, 

But haue bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befidcs,he hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And will no doubt, fhortlie be rid ol me. 

Qu- Alas poore foule, /pittie thy complaints. 

Luck glo. No more then from my foule / moume for youts. 

Dor. Farewell, thou w'ofull welcomer of glorie. 

Duch.glo, Adew poore foule, thou takft thy leaue ofit. 

Duyor . Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide thee. 

Goe 
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